WESSEX TALES

4 Yes, Mrs. Newberry ?'

fc Fve a good mind that you should have something1
more likely to cure it than that cold stuff?

4 Well,' said Stockclale, looking down at the glass,
*as there is no inn here, and nothing better to be got
in the village, of course it will do.5

To this she replied, ' There is something better,
not far off, though not in the house, 1 really think
you must try it, or you may be ill. Yes, Mr. Stock-
dale, you shall.' She held up her finger, seeing that
he was about to speak. * Don't ask what it is ; wait,
and you shall see/

Lizzy went away, and Stockdale waiter! in a
pleasant mood. Presently she returned with her
bonnet and cloak on, saying, 4 I am so sorry, but you
must help me to get it. Mother has gone to bed.
Will you wrap yourself up, and come this way, and
please bring that cup with you ?'

Stockdale, a lonely young fellow, who had for weeks
felt a great craving for somebody on whom to throw
away superfluous interest, and even tenderness, was
not sorry to join her ; and followed his guide through
the back door, across the garden, to the bottom, where."
the boundary was a wall. This wall was low, and
beyond it Stockdale discerned in the night .shades
several grey headstones, and the outlines of the church
roof and tower.

4 It is easy to get up this way,5 she said, stepping
upon a bank which abutted on the wall ; then putting
her foot on the top of the stonework, and descending
by a spring inside, where the ground, was much higher,
as is the manner of graveyards to be. Stockdale did
the same, and followed her in the dusk across the
irregular ground till they came to the tower door,
which, when they had entered, she softly closed behind
them.

* You can keep a secret ?' she said, in a musical
voice.

4 Like an iron chest!' said he fervently.
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